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silver of the tea-tray, the smell of the gardenia in
its pot denied the outside world as defiantly as a
song challenging a silence.
"I am coming back," Lisa said vaguely, as she
went out of doors again.
The elms were black against the empty pallor of
the sky.
The rooks croaked a pattern of silence on the air.
Lisa felt lost and absorbed into the impersonal
rhythm of nature.
"My darling, you will catch cold." Cuthbert was
putting a tweed cloak round her shoulders.
"I'm not cold," she spoke in the small voice of a
child.
Her hair was anointed with dew. It is a charm-
ing way of becoming grey-headed. They walked
slowly, the crumbling gravel rasping in its loudness.
"May I?" he said, kissing the top of her head.
"I have signed your hair."
The room was yellow, the fire was red, puddles
of gold lay about the silver on the tea-table.
The flowers brought out some excessive incense
against the night.
Mamachen knitted, erect against the possibility
of comfort provided by her chair.
Captain Hyslop smoked a pipe over Sarah's jigsaw
puzzle. "I think, dear lady," he would say help
fully hopeless.